page one 

Literary Symposium 

PROGRAMME 


10 A.M. Invocation - by Smt. Shyamala 

Balakrishnan 

10.05 A.M. Welcome by Shri S.N. Chakraborti 

First Secretary (Education), 

High Commission of India, and 
Secretary of the Committee 

10.08 A.M. Speech by Dr. V.A. Seyid 

Muhammad, High Commissioner for 
India 

Speech by Shri A.A. Rahim, 
Minister of State, External 
Affairs, Government of India 

10.20 A.M. to Talks: (with Shri M.Varadarajan, 

11.15 A.M. Minister (Supply),High 

Commission of India, and 
Coordinator of the Committee, 
in the Chair). 

1. Rakshat Puri - "Bharati -Beyond 

the Freedom 
Struggle 

2. Prof.R.Parthasarathy - "Bharatife 

Public & Private 
voice" 

3. Prof Smt.Sita Narasimhan -"A 

poet of Two 

/ Traditions - 

Bharati and 
England & Europe" 






ilGH COMMISSION OF INDIA 

in the 

UNITED KINGDOM 


SYMPOSIUM 

on the occasion of the Birth Centenary oi 

MAHAKAVI 

SUBRAMANIA BHARATI 



1882-1921 

10.00 am - 1.00 pm on Saturday, December 11, 1982 


INDIA H OUSE, ALDWYCH, LONDON WC2. 



All events 
Sponsored by 

The High Commission of India in the U. K., 

Indian Council for Cultural Relations , Dept, of Culture, India, 
and the Governments of Tamilnadu and Pondicherry 

TROUPE FLOWN BY AIR INDIA 


presented by 
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4. Valampuri John - 


5. Tambimuttu - Reads a couple of 

translations of 
Bharati's poems. 

6. G. Dharmendra - "The National 

Struggle - 
Bharati's 
influence on the 
North" 


11.15 A.M. to COFFEE BREAK 

11.30 A.M. 


11.30 A.M. to 7. Smt. Ramani Narayanan - 


12.30 P.M. 


"Penmai 

(Womanhood) in 
Bharati" 


8. V. Sundaralingam - "Bharati 

the Patriot" 

9. Dr.(Smt.) Ranjana Ash - 

"Bharati in the 
North Cultural 
classroom". 

10. Victor Kanu - "The 

Devotional Poems 
of Bharati". 

11. K.Arumugam - "Bharati,the Poet- 

Philosopher" 

12. Dr. Shivakumar - "vitio^ry" * 





12.30 P.M. to 
12.35 P.M. 

12.45 P.M. to 
1.15 P.M. 


Summing up by the Chair 
Vote of Thanks 

A Musical Tribute to Bharati 
(based on the Poet’s songs) 

Compere: Dr. (Smt.) Indumathi 
Nathan 


Smt. Kalyani Iyer (Vocal) 

Shri V. Sadasivam (Vocal) 

Dr. (Smt.) Lakshmi Jayan 
(Violin) 

Shri Ravichandra (Mridangam) 


MANGALAM 
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BHARATI CENTENARY CELEBRATIONS IN LONDON 

The Government of India his set up a High Level 
National Committee under the Chairmanship of Shri 
Kamlapati Tripathi, MP (formerly Minister for 
Railways), Shri R. Venkataraman (Minister for 
Defence), and Shri M.G. Ramachandran (Chief Minister 
of Tamil Nadu) to arrange for the celebration of 
the Bharati Birth Centenary in India and abroad. 

Among the main steps proposed to be taken as part of 
the celebrations are:- 

(a) To translate the works of Bharati from Tamil 
into the various regional languages; 

(b) To make records of the poems of Bharati; 

(c) To rename important streets/wards and instal 
statues, in various towns and cities of the 
country, in honour of the poet; 

(d) Issue a special commemorative stamp/coin/book; 


(e) To hold a national, as also an international 
seminar on the theme '•Bharati 1 s Contribution to 
Universality and National Identity". 

A Committee has been set up under the Chairmanship 
of the High Commissioner for India, to organise the 
Bharati Birth Centenary celebrations in London. 

The following are its members 

Chairman; Dr.V.A. Seyid Muhammad,High Commissioner 
for India 

Shri P. Johari, Deputy High Commissioner 


Members: 
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Members (Contd.) 

Shri N.N. Desai, Minister (Press) 

High Commission of India 

Shri Kailash Budhwar, Eastern Service 
. BBC 

Dr (Smt^ Indumathi Nathan.University 
College Hospital 

Prof (Smt^ Sita Narasimhan, Fellow, 
Newnham College, Cambridge University- 

Dr. John Marr, School of Oriental 
and African Studies 

Shri P. Thangarajah, Financial 
Consultant and Art lover 

Shri Ashok Ramphal, BBC, Asian Unit 
Birmingham 

Shri Mathoor Krishnamurthy, Bhartiya 
Vidhya Bhavan 

Dr. S. Navaratnam,Consultant and Art 
lover 

Shri Ratilal Chandaria, Industrialist 

Km. D. Rethnam, Commonwealth 
Secretariat 

Shri S.Kathirkamathamby,Brindavan 
Cultural Society 

Shri V. Lakshmipathy,U.K. University 
Classical Music Circuit 
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Members (Contd .) 

Shri S.M, Sathananthan, Mg.Editor, 
Transatlantic India Times 

Coordinator 

Shri M. Varadarajan, Minister Supply, 
High Commission of India 

Secretary 


Shri S.N. Chakraborti,First Secretary 
(Education), High Commission of India 


The Committee has drawn up the following programme 
of events:- 


Saturday,December 11 
10a.m. to 1 p.m. at 
India House 
Aldwych 
London WC 2 


biterary Symposium - with 
a brief concert of Bharati 
songs by a talented London 
based group. 


Saturday,December 11 
7.00 p.m. at 
The Logan Hall 
20,B dford Way 
London WC 1 


"BHARATIKKU ANJALI" (Homage 
to Bharati) Bharata Nrityam - 
solo Classical dances based 
on Bharati’s songs by 
Dr.(Km.)Padma Subrahmanyam. 


Sunday,December 12 
7.00 p.m. at 
20 , Bedford Way 
London WC 1 


Vocal Classical Concert - 
of Bharati Songs by 
K.J. YESUDAS 
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The Committee is grateful to all the 
distinguished participants in the Symposium, 
who have all undertaken this as a labour of icy,, 
for the Immortal Poet. 

The Committee is also in deep debt to its 
Chairman, the High Commissioner for India in • 
U.K., Dr. V.A. Seyid Muhammad, but for whose 
personal interest all along, the Celebrations 
would not have assumed such mighty or satisfy! 
proportions. 

The Committee wishes to thank the Indian Counci 
for Cultural Relations (ICCR),New Delhi, the 
Department of Culture, Government of India 
the Government of TAmilnadu, the Government of 
Pondicherry and, for their gesture in flying the 
troupe of Shri Yesudas specially for the 
celebrations, AIR INDIA. 


PARTICIPANTS AT THE SYMPOSIUM 


R.Parthasarathy Professor Parthasarathy (whose 

pen name is Indira Parthasarathy) 
is an outstanding Tamil Scholar 
and writer. Won the Sahitya 
Academy award for his novel 
KURUTHIPPUNAL (The River of 
Blood) and the Tamilnadu 
Government State Award for his 
novel SWATANTIRA BHOOMI (Free 
Country). Has published 11 
novels, 2 volumes of short 
novels, seven plays and hundreds 
of short stories. Prof. 
Parthasarathy who teaches in the 
Department of Modern Indian 
Languages of the Delhi 
University is now a visiting 
Professor at Warsaw University. 
Poland. ' 

Sita Nar asimhan Prof. Sita Narasimhan taught at 

Presidency College, Madras, 

India for 10 years; has worked 
in Sanskrit and Tamil literature: 
and since 1966 is a fellow of 
Newnham College, Cambridge 
University, teaching English 
literature. 


Tambimuttn 


Tambimuttu is a Sri Lankaii 
poet, editor and writer who 
founded Poetry London magazine 
and Editions Poetry London soon 
after his arrival in London in= 


1937; in the 1950s he published 
Poetry London - New York and 
served as Poetry Editor for the 


.Indian issues of Atlantic 
Monthly and Poetry (Chicago) 
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G. Dharinendra Shri Dharmendra is the Reside;-.’ 

Representative in U.K. of the 
leading Indian Hindi Daily 
"AAJ". A writer of renown in 
Hindi, Shri Dharmendra is 
a literary figure of repute 
and is the moving spirit 
behind the Hindi Parishad 
here. 

Rakshat Puri Shri Puri is Resident 

Representative in U.K. of the 
Hindustan Times~known for his 
perceptive columns. A journalist 
of standing, Shri Puri has 
published English verse and his 
poetry has been included in 
several prestigious anthologies. 
He is also known for his 
literary criticism and in 
earlier years, for his art 
critiques. 

Ramani Narayanan Smt. Ramani Narayanan is a 

scholar at the School of Orient- 
and African Studies, research!-' : 
for a PhD on "South Indian 
Drawings and Paintings in the 
British Collection." 

V. Sundaralinqam A veteran broadcaster for Radio 

Ceylon for 14 years, Shri 
Sundaralingam put in a stint of 
12 years with the Parliameni <.f 
Sri Lanka as Simultaneous 
Translator. Currently he is 
Producer, TamizhosAi Programme-. 
Eastern Services, BBC. 
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Dr.Raniana Ash Dr. Rarrjana Ash teaches English as j 
~ Second Language in the Borough of 

Brent.She is also Bilingual 
Consultant at the Pathway Further ( 
Education Centre in Ealing - her 
field being inservice work of 
Bilin gual ism. 

Valampuri John Editor of the Tamil Periodical 

"THAI"(Mother)*Is the special 
representative of the Tamilnadu 
Government to the Symposium. 

Victor Kami " Is Head of Business Studies at the 

Spencer Park School, and is a 
great Indophile. 

K. Arumugam Shri Arumugam heads the Department 

“ of Civil Engineering, City 

University,London and is a Tamil 
Scholar. 


Dr. Shivakumar A visiting Tamil Scholar from India 


Shvamala Balakrishnan A singer with a gifted voice, 

Shyamala has been a pioneer in 
researching the musical parts of th 
folk songs of Tamilnadu.Born in as 
well as married into a family of 
great musical tradition and 
accomplishment,Shyamala provides th 
mellifluous musical accompaniment t 
the Bharata Nrityam of her sister- 
in- law,Dr.(Km.)Padma Subrahmanyam.. 
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I . ndumathi Nathan Dr. Induroathi Nathan is at the 

University College Hospital, 
London. A haematologist by 
discipline and training, Dr. 
Nathan, who hails from a family 
with a hoary musical tradition 
is keenly interested in music, 
musical criticism and ‘ often 
writes on the performing arts 
with freshness and clarity. 



A veteran singer of Carnatic 
(South Indian Classical) music, 
Smt. Kalyani Iyer is a graded 
artiste of All India Radio for 
over 25 years and has been 
broadcasting from the Bombay 
and Hyderabad stations. 


V. Sadasivam 


An Official of the Government of 
India, Shri Sadasivams passion i.- 
Carnatic - especially devotional- 
music. 


Lakshmi Jayan Dr. Lakshmi Jayan commenced her 

violin training very early under 
Sri Ananthakrishna Dikshitar - 
of the Immortal Dikshitar family. 
She has been on the concert 
platform since the age of 13 
and has been performing 
for the last 10 years in U.K., 
France and the Netherlands - 
as a solo violinist as well. 


Ravichandra Shri Ravichandra is a Civil 

Engineer by vocation but is a 
passionately dedicated musician. 
He learnt the Mridangam under 
Shri A.S. Ramanathan of the 
Sri Lanka University, where he 
got his 'Sangitha Ratnam' 
diploma. He has been playing the 
Mridangam since the age of 8 
and has accompanied many 
Carnatic musicians of repute. 








SUBRAMANIA BHARATT 


Bharxii centenar v year of the birth of Subramania 
Bharat1, numerous admirers have commented on 
diverse aspects of his writings. His poems are 
generally simple to read and understand, as he 

tTZi t G ar ! ° f s P eakin 9 in language intelligible 
!fi hl VS Untry,nen - Xt is ^ood that he is not 
relegated to the dust-laden shelves of public 

and private libraries.. School texts carry his 

10o m iinrc hU ni n9 y ? un 9 sters to memorise atleast 
trfdit?^ Bharatl < p ame in the great Indian 
tradition, and m his poems lighted a lamp 

for future generations to read the tablets of 
India’s ancient past anew. 

f an ge of Bharati’s poetic inspiration is 

and 2 natiL^i St;there *** h±S peems on Patriotism 
and national regeneration; hymns to the various 

which a mAV° f Indian pantheon; Vedantic poems 
S e a dlrect descent from the great 

on Shakti^eSoJ” 5 °? Nature > ecstatic outpourings 

narrative 'poetry ?"* 1 S °" 9S °" Krishnai «d 

f®’"® a . 9°°? singer himself, and endowed with 
J edge ° f classical musical modes, 

KSS S&Stsr “ “ ™» 

obscurantist in religion and assimilated 

iilTdif 16 ? e ^? ssions of religious experience 
I dia, including Islamic and Christian practice- 

?he r nn??o a Bh ? rati ' s PP^ry can certainly act as 
the nucleus of a renaissance, for has he y not 

tradition th ^SS®?® devotion > regardless of 
tradition, mindful only of the Country’s welfare’ 




"We know not what is good or bad 
0 Motherl Foster the good,chase away the evil, 


0 Kannamma! " 

Bharati pleaded for scientific and technological 
advancement; spoke against the continuation of 
the caste system; feelingly espoused the cause of 
Harijjan uplift; ceaselessly strove to give a new 
deal for the Indian woman; and encouraged the 
Indian to gather the knowledge from all countries 1 
and climes. 


Above everything else, is he not the visionary 
poet of immense and heroic humanism who erupted 
like Etna; 


"If even a single man should go without food, 
Verily, we shall destroy the world order!" 


Bharati*s poetic voice burns with the power and 
splendour of universal love for humanity. He shows 
that the earth is indeed a lamp of God (How many 
wonders hast Thou devised, 0 Lord!) and if only 
one burns within oneself this lamp (a burning 
which is tapasya*), the vision of God becomes a 
constant reality. 


********* 


* 


tapasya: Ascetic discipline of the mind 





The Committee wishes to thank NADABRAHMAN for 
presenting the Concerts ,of Padma and Yesudas , 
as well as for its substantial assistance with 
the Symposium. 

NADABRAHMAN is a London based association of 
lovers of Indian classical music and dance. 

Since its inauguration on December 6,1981 
NADABRAHMAN has presented the following 

Dr. L. Subramaniam (Violin), Smt. Lakshmi Shankar 
(Vocal), Smt. M.S. Subbulakshmi (Vocal), 

Smt. Sanjukta Panigrahi (Odissi), Shri Shiv Kumar 
Sharma (Santoor), Shri Birju Maharaj (Kathak), 

Shri Harr Prasad Chaurasia (Flute), Shri Lalgudi 
Jayaraman (Violin), Km. Yamini Krishnamurthi 
(Bharata Natyam and Kuchipudi), Shri A r vind 
Parikh (Sitar), Km. Poorvi Parikh (Vocal), 

Shri Sultan Khan (Sarangi), Ustad Salamat Ali 
Khan (Classical North Indian Vocal), with Sharafat 
All Khan, and Latafat Ali Khan (Ghazals), Pandit 
V.G. Jog (Violin) and Pandit Vijay Kichlu 
(Classical - North Indian vocal)^~dTUstad Alla Rakh 

NADABRAHMAN is also publishing shortly a collectior 
of essays on Indian art appreciation and 
criticism - entitled NADOPASANA ONE. It is 
expected to be the first of an annual series. 


Details of the objectives and activities of 
NADABRAHMAN could be had from the Secretary, 
296, Finchley Road, London NW 3, Tel:435—7829. 
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In Praise of Saraswatt 


She dwells in the whrre lotus 

And the sound the vina makes*, 

In the poet’s heart wtose song 
Our inmost being takes; 

She is the light at the end 

Of the tunnel the Vedas explore; 

And of the frank and compassionate words 
Of sages, the essence and core. 

In the witching song- our women sing 
And in the children’s patter; 

On the tongues of her favourite birds 
Koels and parrot; that chatter; 

In the faultless work of the artist, 

In paintings anc temple and tower, 

You will find her Beauty incarnate 
And feel her entrancing power. 

She is the family goddess of those 
That honestly work for a living; 

Harness-makers, carpenters, masons 

To their tasks strength and souls giving; 













MY LIFE 


At the age of ten there were many boys 
Who ran and jumped 
Swam in ponds and rivers 
Climbed trees, chattered — 

But lest I should displease my father 
I never stepped into the streets with them. 
Alone among hundreds 
I grieved ^offipaai©»tess- 


CALF LOVE 



How shall I describe in words 
The delicious dream of that day? 
Not in sleep did it occur 
But in broad wakefulness. 

A gentle presence, a sweet voice 
Eyes dark, body fragrant 
A goddess in the form of a girl — 

I fell headlong in love with her! 

A girl of nine who seemed to me 
The Sakuntala of legend” . . . 2: 

If this should surprise anyone 
What shall I do? Was I to blame? 
Who can resist the current 
Of a great flood of love? 

How could a poor child resist 
The bow that brought down sages? 

It is the love of later years 
That is tainted, undivine; 

Our own coarser pleasures 
Are a little mixed with it; 

Adults who would wed a girl 
Are masters of themselves; 
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SUBRAMANIA BHARATI 


I saw and found this young deer 
And Cupid’s darts found me! 


(7) 


Prahlada and Kumaraguru 28 
Gnanasambandar and Druva 
Lost their boyish hearts to God 
And pined in unmeasured devotion. 

I gave my life to Cupid 
Mind-born and mind-consuming. 

Theirs of yore is a deathless fame — 

Wfrn I got you will know. (8) 



Wfm I got you will kr 

Daily she came to draw water 
Preceded by Cupid armed 



On her face a winsome smile 
A dazzling row of orient pearls. 

I kept her under my close watch 

As mean and worthless hirelings 

The patriots whose freedom plant 

Their kings would fain uproot and crush. (9) 

Many were the days I spent 
My linked thought all yoked 
To the wheels of that chariot on which 
Her beauty rode sublime. 

On her retreating form 
My eyes delighted fed. 

When her bright flower-face returns - 
A new life I shall gain. (10) 

£ HA y 

The/ltiminoftis philosophers say 
That whatever good a man wishes 
With all his senses, heart and soul 



f 2*/ JitCm/ . 







We should then reach heaven 
On the back of a wish. 

All the things we see around 

In this delusive world 

Are low — not worth our while. 

The things we desire with all our heart 
We can obtain tomorrow. 

Coarse minds and faint hearts 
Bound like sheep hither and yon 
Seek a thousand things 
And put off by each petty check 
Never get what they want. 

They will blame Fate and rail at their friends 

Curse their enemies in wrath 

Conspire, quote false scriptures 

Riffle horoscopes, deny God 

Never realising that the way to win 

Is to nurse a whole-hearted deathless wish — 

They are like the blind, bewildered. 

What shall I say of the million fears 
That beset me in my maiden love? 

Who can describe devotion truly 
Though he may say a thousand things? 

Like a lame one that must have honey 
From the topmost tree, and lo and behold! 
His legs are healed, he can get his honey — 
She whom I loved returned my love. 

Love if one-sided 

Is poison borne by the sea; 

When shared by both alike 
Can nectar its equal be? 


MY LIFE 


My guileless father 
Seeking my own good 
Sent me to this hell 
Of foreign learning 
A pit out of which 
No one can climb 
A dark cave animated not peopled 
By delusion and falsehood 
Cheating and strife 

A veritable zoo! (27) 

1 would say one thing 
To those lying Iyers* 3 and Sahebs 
Who forced this English education on me 
If they would listen: 

“On your lessons I wasted all my time 
Only to get 

My body tired, eyes sunken 
Brightness dimmed, spirit sickened 
Doubts doubled, freedom lost 

And brains reduced to a cipher”. (28) 

My father spent thousands; 

More thousands of harm accrued to me; 

Not one jot of good did I gain 

This will I swear in forty thousand temples. 

That I somehow escaped with my life 

From the great darkness into which I fell 

Was due in part to my past good deeds 

And the grace of my goddess, my Motherland. (29) 
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Bharati Sixtysix 


Praise Be! In Praise of Sakti 

Many siddhas there were before me 48 
I too am a siddha 
'l'hc one who writes all this 
Seated in my mind 
Is lliul almighty 

Ruler of the earth 
The mind’s jewel: 

Into a lotus fresh as the morning 
For love’s sake she has turned herself, 

And me 
Into a bee 

Sucking her. (0 

For endless ages she will abide — 

Her red lips honey-sweet unsating — 

Took shape 

As earth, water, fire, wind, sky; 

Will destroy all this coming down 
As war, disease, death; 

Can if she likes 

Grant directly bliss ineffable 

Make us immortal on this very earth. (2) 

Great Kali, Omnipotent, Uma, Mother Goddess 
Bhairavi, Kangali, Manonmani, Mamayi 
Luminous Word, red fire, lightning-eyed, Sakti 
Fed me, taught me 
The Primordial Pool of Ambrosia 
Never let me enter the jungle of 
Well of poesy .undefiled 




BHARATI SIXTYSIX 


Sweet as honey 
Drips through me. 





V THE WAY TO CONQUER DEATH 

I 

To the golden feet I bow 
And declare the truths I know: 

All life, our fathers said, is God 
And this as the final truth I took. 

They nuiil, but wlmt ilitl tlicv tin? 

Can an admtititi die? 

All those Siddhas of the past 

Are finished, are dead, are turned to dust! 

In holes and in forests 
In bushes, on hills 
In lanes now and then 
Like shades some see them. 

Why prick and probe a wound? 

The Buddha died diseased 
The Brahmin Sankara died 
And Ramanuja 44 followed suit. 

Jesus died on a cross 

Krishna died of an arrow 43 

The much praised Rama drowned himself 

Me you will find immortal! 

This truth you have got cheap 
Not I the one to lie 
Not even should I die 
Listen to me, listen 


C'W/*' 


V * 
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To keep your wife a slave 
Is it right to depress all women? 

A usage to make the world laugh 
Does it not make nonsense of love? 

O you who are dead to all feeling 

Don’t you know that the person who bore 

Suckled and brought you up 

Is none other than Umadieiself? c 

Didn’t old granny our^\uvyar ,; ‘^say 

Treat your mother and'father as gods? (46) 


What greater god than one’s mother? 

And isn’t your mother a woman? 

Your sisters elder and younger 
Are all of them also not women? 

To make one woman your slave 
Is it right to enslave all motherhood? 

Like mother, like son they say 

Is it then matter for wonder 

That the sons of a slave are all slaves? (47) 
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BHARATl SIXTYSIX 


What we practise at home 
Is what will obtain in the country 
If at home we must have a slave 
Working for the freedom of the country 
We needs must die in frustration. 

Let us live like birds in the woods 
Without worry and with love. 

And with God’s blessing 

Love will now be the theme of my song. (48) 


IN PRAISE OF LOVE 










& 


Out of love comes union 
And union is peace 
Out of love comes poesy f [ /)' 

Music, sculpture, the arts. ) 

Therefore^wddimgs, love. 

1C n Irv.ra tL. A aL I 




Is not love this world’s chief bliss? 
Love makes us immortal 
Kills care, makes death a lie 



( 49 ) 


Siva made Sakti his half 
Brahma set his wife on his tongue 
Vishnu bears on his breast 
The bright-faced goddess of wealth 
Is there even in heaven 
A joy to rival women? 

Your love-bound wife is Sakti 
Through whom you^should get godhead. 


worship 


( 50 ) 



Rama 
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KANNAN MY PLAYBOY 


A persistent playboy is Kannan, 

To the girls in his street a perpetual 


nuisance. 


Fruits he will give me to eat, 

Then snatch them to see my hopes foiled; 
If I beg him, “My darling, my sweet”, 

He will give them back, bitten and soiled! 


Honey-sweet things he will place 
Out of my reach to annoy; 

He will call me his gazelle of grace, 

And^a sharp pinch will shorten my joy. 

With beautiful flowers he will tease. 

Make me cry, tempt me no end, 

“Close your eyes, you shall have these”: 

I do and they pass to my friend! 


He will pull at my plait from behind, 

I turn, he is out of my view; 

Handfuls of dust most unkind i^Uc-rii to 
He has heaped on my sari brand new! 

His magical flute he would play 
And flood us with nectar divine; 

Eyes closed, mouths open we would stay 
And lap up that exquisite wine. 
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KANNAN PATTU 


On us thus absorbed six or seven 
Thick black ants^he would loose — 

Was there ever on earth or in heaven 
A mischief to rival this ruse? 

We must turn up for play as he bids; 

Our work is as nothing to his game; 

He will run, jump, dance with the kids, 
Steal home and hold us to blame. 

Mama’s darling is he, if you please, 

Auntie Awful’s too, Papa’s ditto; 

To those tormenting old folk this tease 
Is a model most fair and fit, oh! 

Expert in carrying tales, 

He has no scruples, no fears; 

His cunning, when he is caught, never fails, 
And he sets us poor girls by our ears! 


KANNAN MY BELOVED (i) 

Like\ fly on a hook, 

Liles a flame in the breeze, 
My poon^eart a-flutter 
Throbbed in unease; 

Like a caged^arrot 
I moped aN alone— 

What pleased mkonce most 
Now made mXgroan. 

Stretched on my mat. 

Fretful and weary, 

I found even mother 
Dismal and dreary; 





KUYIL 


fU. sCwjt' 

Filled the air with nectar-daeae 


And scattered lightning in thin streaks: 
A koel in^s 



With her e: 


Drunk already on poetry 
I lost myself in this daydream 
Which seemed to come quite out of this world! 
Hearing this koel’s pristine song 
Ecstatic, rapt out of my senses, 

“Why can’t I”, I asked myself, 

“My luimun form for u Rod's change? 

Then should I from this sweet bird 
Never be separated at all! 

And the two of us together should 

Live and love and enjoy ; ou*seteew , 

How sweet if in her fiery music 

Both of us should be consumed!” 

So I thought, mused much and yearned. 
The very gods could never have heard 
Such sweet music as I heard that day. 

In the kuk-kuk of that koel’s song 
A lot of meaning seemed enclosed. 

That would I fain reveal to the world. 

But as for the wonderful voice, dear friends, 
Where do you think that I should go? 


V 


■J 


J M t/L^r -f 
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SUBRAMANIA BHARATI 



Those are the blessed men 

To whom Heaven is no treasure 
Who love a woman and their love 
Is returned in equal measure. 

The full moon beclouded 
A tender flower 
Sweet milk sou 
Lovely eyes lac 
Such is unrequ 

The misery of ' i 

(’annul 1>C (old. 



I can no more sing of this 
Than the king of heaven of poverty. 
The eager maid so hard to win 
Gave me all her love. 

We knew no evil, sin or crime — 

Like the men in the Age of Gold 

We were utterly innocent 

Of bonds, restraints, conventions, rules. 


/ / 

lf / 9 

birds in a forest 



Like the Gandharvas in heaven 29 

Caught in love 

Not with our bodies 

But our souls alone 

That honey-tongued one and I 

Spfent a few days in bliss. 


Once in the hall of a Siva temple 

On Tiruvadurai day 30 

When I was alone 

With that bright gazelle, my love 

She half-said something and disappeared. 


(17) 
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Nandalala 19 : j< 


In the plumes of the crow, 


In the trees’ green, 

Nandalala, 

Is your emerald sheen, 
Nandalala. 

In each sound one hears, 
Nandalala, 

Is the music of your spheres, 
Nandalala. 

A finger in the fire, 

Nandalala, 

Is my fulfilled desire, 
Nandalala. 

It thrills through and through, 
Nandalala, 

As if I touched you, 

Nandalala! 
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Bursts the universe, thunder keeping time, 

Bare and blood-soaked plains provide the stage. 

On these the devils sing in glee, and you 
Kali, Mother, Kangali, Chamundi, 

Your sounding feet interpreting the song, 

The Dance of Dissolution dance in joy 
Involving me too in that Devil Dance. 

All five elements now dissolved made one. 

And that one tamed, submerged in Sakti potent, 

A dazzling brightness which blinds thought itself 
As with the speed of lightning, belching re. 

You dance your dance ever-lasting, Kali, Mothe 
Involving me too in that Devil Dance. 

All space in ruins, striking awareness dead, 

All paths destroyed through which the Powers act. 
In utter chaos crying “Ho, ho, ho , 

The demons wander, and you frenzied dance 
Destroying all and roaring, Kali, Mother 
Involving me too in that Devil Dance. 


T> * • 







THE VICTORY DRUM 


Demons headlong their heads bashing, dashing 
Quickly crashing, smashing, beating time, 

With your flaming eyes in eight directions 
You shoot fire consuming all creation 
As you continue dancinz. Kali, Mother 
Involving me too in that Devil Dance. 

Collapse the three worlds, and with them Time itself; 
Remains alone God’s splendour in His trance. 

In His great Peace your wrath evaporates. 

Your hand takes His, cajoling, coaxing, loving 
And your wild dance is now’ a dance of Bliss 
Involving me too in it, Kali, Mother! 











MY LIFE 


Then turning up again 
Mascara in her lotus hand, 

“I shall leave a mark on you”, she said 
Put a dot on my forehead 
And left me amazed. 

The one who bore me 

Left me yearning when I was five; 

The one who begot her 
Worshipped Siva with Tamil songs 
Thrice a day 

When at ihe end of his pujii 
I offered the flowers he had left 
To my own golden goddess 

O the sweetness of her smile for me! (20) 



ENGLISH EDUCATION f __ 


To Tinnevelly my father sent me 
To get a Western schooling — 

A lion cub to eat grass 
A Brahmin to sell meat. 

So decided my father 
Thrusting this disgusting thing 
Down my Aryan throat. 


He sent me to study this thing 
The food for jackals and dogs 
For those who would sell their souls 
An emasculating fare! 

How could I put my heart 
Into this worthless study? 

Torn from my lovely bird 

What joy could I find in such trash? (22) 
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They study science for. a dozen years 
And can’t spot a single star; 

Know a thousand tropes 
Without knowing a poet’s heart; 

Prattle of Economics 

Don’t know their country looted; 

Name a thousand disciplines 
All of them equally bootless. 

That there lived a man called Kamban’ 1 
And a poet by name Kalidasa 
That the sky with its planets and stars 
Was all mapped out by a Bhaskaran 
That with incredible acumen 
A Panini wrote on grammar 
That appearance and reality 
Were thoroughly explored by a Sankara 

That Cheran’s brother wrote an epic 34 
And the divine Valluvan on ethics 
That the Cholas and the Pandiyas 
Maintained their lands and laws 
That Asoka, grace abounding, 

Ruled his kingdom in righteousness 
And against the tyranny of iconoclasts 
Sivaji fought and won — 

Not one of all this do they know 
Who go to English schools 
Neither the greatness of old 
Nor the disgrace of the present 
Ignorant of what is in store 
Mad after impotent knowledge 
What shall I say of these fools 
How show my indignation? 




Subraraania Bharati 


1882 - 1921. Bharati is considered to be the greatest if net also 
1 he firstcf the poets in modern Bauii. great admirer of 
.the21 c- r.u Byron he was thrown and killed bv his favourite 
elephant^xgg^gx at the temple in Driplicane Madras at the young 
age of59*His fame is perhaps due not so much for his poetry as 

for his patriotic songs which links him with the 'fathers' of 

modern Tndia like Mahatma Gandhi, Dadabhai Nairobi, T.ajpatfai and 

Tilak in wh se footsteps he followed.He proclaimed himself to 

be the star dasan or worshipper of Shelley. Like Dante who fell in 

love with the eight year old Beatrice when he was nine he fell 

"headlong in love at the age of ttwelve with a girl of nine and is 

sought to be explained away as an allegory. Tt was the goddess of 

poetry, we are told, who won his heart. 'A simple child that ±x 

lightly draws the the breath' " - P.S.Sundanam. (Prof). 

"Tamil poetry until qui e recently was meant not merely to be read 
or recited but sung. Bharati himslef set practically all of his 
poetry o music. Tn translating h m into English, far more will 
be gained by exploiting to the utmost the resources of metre and 
rhyme than by excludiig them..." - but how well kxh has he done it? 
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^ > \/ Kuyil 


A little distance to the west 
Of the famous town Puduvai 
In Tamil Nadu in the South 
May be seen a mango grove. 

In the morning sun the blue sea — 

Its billows hugging the opulent coast 
Singing their regular Vedic chant — 

Provides a combination of colours 
Azure against red, like glittering gems. 

From all four sides the huntsmen come 
To that large grove to shoot birds. 

In that grove one blessed morn 
Free from the hunter’s incursion, 

A l'cmalc Kocl caught my eye 
Sitting pretty on a branch. 

She thrilled the males of the koel clan, 
Destroyed their peace, set their hearts on fire; 
Ravished all the birds in that grove 
And made them forget their morning chores; 
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MCdeh' ^jtTtuZtu 

A lie, a dream, a tale that is told”, Pattinathar. 2 ^ JyU. , 

As*' -pfec 

foreword . ^ UrL*. VU. ’ 

That all life is a dream *: 5 " ' t 'T !! ’^' cft-i*. e 

Is no doubt a true saying; ^ /V 1 ^ ^ ^ 

That the petty happenings of this world 


Are not real, I too know; 

But I have not seen 

The blissful state they talk about 

Beyond this wasteland. 

Who has returned from the beyond?- 6 
I know only half the truth. 
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I know that the illusory cannot be real; 
But I have not been blessed with the skill 
1 o explore the nature of reality. 

And what I cannot know for myself 
I lack the simple faith to take on trust 
Depending on what others say. 

Perhaps in a short while I shall know. 


This world is an immense dream 

And in that 

The lives of those men 

The mere ephemera who eat and sleep 

And hinder each other and die 

Are a dream within a dream; 

If in that dream for a few days 
A bright-browed damsel can fascinate us 
With an indescribable, an ambrosial sweetness 
That phantom truly divine 
Deserves a blessing! 
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